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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


MEN. 
Mr. Indigo Mr. Sur vr | 
Mizen, - - Mr. RaNNIs+iFR, Jun. | | 
r „MI. Dienen, | 
Clover, - . - Mr, Szxpewick, | 
Charles, ; - - Mr. BLAN V, | 
Flintbourg, - - - Mr, WawivzERg 
Firſt Seaboy, - + Mrs. RLANp. 
Second Seaboy, - - < Maſter WETLexk, 
Truſty - — Mr. Mappecks. 
Landlord, . . Mr. PnrLLIMoORE, 
Canſtic, 1 - Mr HoiliNGsWorkTR 
Chequer, 2 Mr. FawcertrT, 


The Reſt of the Vocal Characters by 
Meſfrs. CaUuLTIZIb, Danzy, WELS, Saw, &e 


WOMEN. 
Sophia, — - Mrs. Czovcn, 
Suſan, — - Miſs De Came, 
Bell, - - - Mis, Heap, 
Julia, - - - Mits Mgnacs, 


MARINERS—CounTxyMEN, &c, &c. 
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SONGS, DUETS, TRIO axy CHORUS ES. 


IN THE 


MARINERS. 


Man 
DUET—Two SEA BOS. 


FOR compaſſion we implore 
Stranded on your fatal ſhore ; 

O, in pity help afford 

To the wretched crew on board !— 


By the well known light we ſteer'd, 
Safely till the ſtorm appear'd— 
Then our faithful guide we loſt, 
And daſh'd upon the treach'rous coaſt. 
O, in pity help afford 
To the wretched crew on board ! 


AIR 


-— 


3 


Dear vale, whoſe green retreats 
My early pleaſures knew, 
Full oft” my boſom beats 

A lingering laſt adicu. 
Farewell! thou primroſe glade 
Where once my footſteps ſtray'd ; 

Ah me! no more 
Fond mem'ry can thoſe joys reſtore. 


Bright viſion of delight 
Unſullied with a tear, 
O take not yet your flight. 
O pauſe, delufion dear 
*Tis gone and now I view 
Pale forrow's ſickly hug: 
For ah ! no more 
Fond mem'ry can thoſe joys reſtore 


(39 
AIR—CTLO VRR. 


Why ſwells my wavy burniſh'd grain 
When autumn pours her ray benign ? 
Why in my laughing goblet flows 
The foaming juice of Britain's vine ? 


»Tis that beneath my rustic ſhed 


The ſtranger may a welcome know ; 
And at the humble board I ſpread 
The finking heart with joy may glow. 


AIK —Firſt SxABOx. 


Let landmen as the tempeſt ſweeps, 
Be reſtleſs on their pillow, | 
The wearied ſeaboy ſweetly ſleeps, 
Rock'd by the ſwelling billow : 
As thro? the ſhrouds the rain deſcends, 
Aloft he does his duty, 
And cheerful thinks of diſtant friends, 
His fair one's love and beauty. 


And when returning to his home, 
With fonder proſpects glowing, 

What bliſs to find an equal joy, 
The ſweet careſs beſtowing : 


As thro' the ſhrouds, &c. &c. 


AIRS 


— — — — —  —  — 


(8) 


— Seabox. 


In Seville fair tis ang ago 3 
Liſette and Auſtin's tame was known,. | 
Her ſkin-outvied the new dropt ſnow— 
Her wavy locks were lovely brown.— 

OO mild, yet piercing, was her eye, 
And gentle was her virgin heart; 

© But ſoon was this condemin'd to ſigh 
te From that the frequent tear te ſtart. 


MI > If Wd 


With all the grace and bloom of youth 
Did Auſtin urge his tender tale : | 
Liſette as charm'd nor fear'd his truth, * 
For lover's vows will oft prevail. 8 
And now the bridal morn aroſe - bk T 


The long appointed, long delay'd, ITI 
When lo! another bride he choſe, E: 


And Auſtin his Liſette betray'd. 


And not a maid that ſaw her weep 

And not a youth that heard her ſigh, 

Could e' er forget the anguiſh deep 

With which ſhe ſaid for bee I die. 

But ſoon with Cypreſs wreaths they bound 
«© The clay that wrapt her hapleſs duſt, 

« And grav'd the modeſt ſtone around 


&« Beware, feweet virgins whom you truſt.” 


AIR— 


C9) 


AIR—HeNkry, 


Tho' fame record the ſoldier's deed: 
Within her hallow'd page, 
And wave the bright alluring meed 
Jo every gallant age: a 
'Tis beauty's mild endearing chain 
That beſt rewards his toil—— - 

He braves the battle's rage to gain 
The glowing ſoft conſenting ſmile. 


The laurel wreath, the martial crown, 
The victor's brow that binds, 

Excites a wiſh for ſuch renown -. 

In ever daring minds; 
But beauty's mild endeari ng chain 
Will beſt reward their toil — 
They brave the battle's rage to gain 
The glowing ſoft conſenting ſmile. 


FINALE. 


1 
FIN AL E. 


InDiG0 Ax p Cgokus. 
The village ſteeple tells 
Each deed of England's fame : 
In roundelay its ruftic beils 
The hearty joy proclaim.— 
Ding—Dong—Bell 
The merry peal reſounding, 
Ding—Dong—Bell. 


How oft” the ancient tower 

Has rock'd with merry glee, 

And echoed many a ſprightly hour 

To ſhonts of vifttory. — 
Ding—Dong—Bell 


The golden days of old 

« Their frequent triumph knew: 

« And as the tale was proudly told, 

« The chimes exulted too. 

«© Ding—Dong—Bell. 

For many a conqueſt more 

The cheerful notes ſhall ring, 

And oft” the table's honeſt roar 

Its heartfelt concert bring. 
Ding—Dong —Bell.—— 


END OF ACT THE FIRST. 
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ACT II. 


A 1 R- MiIzEN. 


When we ſailors, lad, firſt put to ſea, 

Our cares are abaſt our hearts full of glee : 
Tho! the point ſhe ſhift—1-t the gale but blow, 
Then cheerily and merrily, my boys, we go. 


Now reef d we ſcud ; now waves o'erwhelm ; 
Now ſhe heels; now rights, true to her helm : 
With her tackling trim, and her timbers tight, 
In a ſquall or a breeze—'tis the tar's delight. 


B. 2 Now 


0 22 


Now at anchor riding, blithe and gay, 
Why we foot it, lad, or booze away: 
Now the breeze 1s freſh—our canvas full— 
So we're off again—and never dull. 


When we ſailors, lad, firſt put to ſea, &c. 


ATR—SvsAN. 


OIL mn e—oe— > 


Fly theſe humble retreats, bid me ever adieu 
Not a pang ſhall it coſt me thus parting with you; 
Tho' love has annoy'd me, no ſhame ſhall moleſt— 
The joy of the cottage is - peace in the breaſt. 


*Tis the ſmile's magic luftre ; 'tis health's early 
role; 

*Tis the down of our couch—tho' on ſtraw we 
repole : | 

*Tis the muſic of labour, ſtill cheerful and young, 

The grace of our dance and the ſoul of our ſong, 


AIR 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


2" ak © 
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( 13 ) 
AI R—Sorna. 
Ah! why ſuſpe& my maiden truth, 
What more of earneſt can I give? 


Or, how convince thee, gentle youth, 
That 'tis for thee alone I live? 


The ſtar, that bids the lark ariſe 

Io carol at the bluſhing ealt, 

Is not more conſtant in the ſkies, 
Than thy dear image in my breaſt, 


TRIO 


Ixnpico, CHARLES and SOPHI A. 


Indigo. Twenty— 

Charles — Sophy— 

Indigo. — Thirty—forty— 

Sophia. Prudence deareſt Henry pray 
Huſh ! indeed he will not ſtay. 
Did you ſpeak, dear Sir, to me? 
Huſh ! huſh ! 


Indigo. Thirty - Forty 
Charles — — .ů— — Sophy [ 


Sapbia. 


( 14 ) 


Sophia. Prithee ſilence Henry, pray 
Long, indeed, he will not ſtay. 
Fye, Sir, this muſt never be. 

Indigo. O *tis more than I can bear ! 

| Angels are not half ſo fair. 

Sophia. Fye Sir, fye! 

Indigo. All my treaſure ſhall be thine — 

Sophia. Fye Sir, fye! 

Indigo. Say, but ſay, that thou art mine. 

Sophia, Such an offer could ſhe chuſe 
Where's the maiden would refule ? 

Indigo. I'm not old as you believe; 

Sophia. Don't, dear Sir, yourſelf deceive. 


DUET 
M1zEeNn and Firſt SEtABor. 


Seaboy. O light and joyous was the day, 
When firſt I put to ſea ; 
J pack'd up all and trudg'd away, 
As trim as trim could be : | 
To pipe all hands, when ſhrill and clear, 
The boatſwain's whiſtle blew ; 
Sweet was the muſic to my ear, 


It brought me nigh to you. 
Mixen. 


( 15 ) 


Mizen. The hoarſe command—the look ſevere 

Seaboy. With tranſport I obey'd ; 

Mizen. Nor word nor look—nor woman's fear | 

Seaboy. Thy Fanny once betray'd. 
| 
| 


Mizen. And was it joy when ſhrill and clear 
The boatſwain's whiſtle blew ? 
Seaboy. Sweet was the muſic to my ear, 
It brought me nigh to you. 


« And many a wearied night I crept 
«« Where none my birth cou'd know; 
« And peaceful in the main-top ſlept, 
While you kept watch below: 


Mizen. ** And then at morn ſo ſhrill and clear, 
&c.“ 


— —— —— ͤ — — —— — 


Both. How danc'd the jocund heart to hear 
The merry can go round 
To wives on ſhore, and ſweethearts dear, 
When yours ſo ſoon was found. 


And oh what joy when ſhrill and clear, 
The boatſwain's whiftle blew; 
Sweet was the muſic to my ear, 
It brought me nigh to you. 


FINALE. 


CS) 


FINALE. 
CHORUS 


Now we'll lightly trip along 
The mazy dance, and join the ſong : 
Mirth invoke and merry glee 

To lead the gay feſtivity. 


| CLOVER: | 
Time, that ſteals our days of joy, 
Lengthens thoſe of ſorrow; _ 


Cheerly then the hour employ, 
Care may come to-morrow. 


CHORUS, 


Now we'll lightly trip along 

The mazy dance, and join the ſong : 

Mirth invoke and merry glee 
Jo lead the gay feſtivity. 


A DANCE BY THE CHARACTERS. 
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